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Nick Carter’s startling Discovery. 


By the Author of ‘‘NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
A MYSTERIOUS MURDER. 


“ And so Blanche Martel is under arrest at last?” 


“Yes, but I shall not feel quite safe about her until she, 


is out of Chicago, and on her way to New York.” 
“Well, the officer should take no chances now. 
been a hard enough job to catch her.” 
Chief McClaughry of the Chicago police force, and a 
trusted assistant, were sitting together in the private 
office of the former in the City Hall of Chicago. 


It has 


Both had been very anxious all day over the operations 


of a number of officers who had for a long time been trail- 


ing a noted confidence woman who was now charged not! 


enly with bank robbery but with murder. 

Two of the best men connected with the Chicago force 
had been out for weeks tracing the woman from one hid- 
ing-place to another. 

The arrest had finally been ee in an interior 
sown in Wisconsin, and Fred Green, the successful officer, 
was expected to reach the city that afternoon. with his 
prisoner. 

Upon receiving the news by wire: that tie. long desired | 


eapture had finally been made the chief had Sent the fol-. 


lowing dispatch to Detective Green : 


“ DEPARTMENT OF POLICE, CHICAGO, ILLS. 
“Mr. FRED GREEN :—You now have in your custody 
one of the most dangerous and desperate cr iminals in the | 
world. Grant her’ no favors. Shall expect you in this | 
afternoon. McCruAUGHRY.” 


In an hour’s time the faithful officer wired back to his, 


chief : 


“To Mason McCLAUGHRY, CHIEF OF POLICE, CHICAGO: 
“Your timely warning received and appreciated. I 
have never taken my eyes from the faceoff the woman 
since the moment of her arrest. She is handcuffed and 
within easy reach of a pair of splendid shooting-irons. 
Have New York man at Union depot this afternoon. 
“FRED GREEN.” 


“There,” said the chief, as he exhibited the dispatch to 
his assistant, “that looks like business.” 

“JT don’t understand the reference to the New York 
man.” 

“Well,” said the chief, with a smile, “you see, the ar- 
rest is being made for the officers of the State of New 
York. That being the case those officers should assume 
the responsibility at the earliest possible moment.” 

“T gee,” interrupted the other, with a smile. 

“And so,” continued the chief, “when Green lands the 
woman at the Union depot he will place her in charge of 
the New York officer.” 

“Tt seems an easy matter fo transfer a handcuffed 
woman from Chicago to New York,” said the assistant. 

“That’s the thing of it; it looks too easy.” 


“Has she ever made an escape ?” 


“More than.a dozen of them.” 

“*T am becoming interested in her.” 

‘You may well say that. The story of this woman’s 
crimes and escapes will when completed form one of the 
most remarkable stories in the records of crime in the 
world.” 

“Then Fred Green made a decided hit when he captured 
her.” 

“He certainly did. You must understand, however, 
that all his movements were directed from New York.” 

“Tsn’t that somewhat unusual ?” 

“Yes; but the case has for some time been in charge of 
the best detective on the continent, and everything has 
been done at his dictation.” 

“How long has the search been going on? You see,” 
continued the officer, “that Iam entirely at sea concern- 


‘ing the case.” 


“About two years,” was the reply. 

‘What was the first offense ?” 

“The woman was accused of playing a confidence part 
in a bank robbery. The president and managing director 
of a bank in Broadway met the woman something over 
two years ago, and became infatuated with her.” > 

“Met her in society ?” 

“Well, not exactly. He met her, I think, in that class 
of society which thrives about the fashionable hotels, 
knowing a little of the leaders of society but not familiar 
with any of them.” . 

‘*Well——” 


“There was no hint of a scandal about the case, for the 


woman, who claimed to be living under the protection of 


her brother, was more than discreet. It seems that the 
worthy pair were working a stronger game than that of 
blackmail.” 

The assistant was more than interested. 

He never took his eyes from the face of his superior. 

‘And the end,” he said, excitedly, “ ow did it all come 
out?” 


“Well,” said the chief, slowly, “the president and man- 
ager were cajoled or forced—no one knows which, for he 
would never tell—into the bank during the night-time, 
and one hundred thousand dollars in greenbacks were 
taken.” 

“But the time-lock, the bank guards, and all that?” 

“That’s the mysterious part of it. It has been thought 
that the victim had been induced to change the combina- 
tion on the time-lock in order to please some pretended 
caprice of the woman, and for some reason the guards were 
not on the main floor of the bank at the time the robbery 
occurred. 

“There was no evidence of any force having been used. 

“The vault was opened in the usual way.” 

“And the president ?” 

“ He was found by the janitor, the following morning, in 
his private office, neatly handcuffed and gagged.” 

“ His financial standing with the bank must have been 
excellent in order to withstand an occurrence of that 
sort.” 

“Oh, he made up the loss from his priv aie fortune at 
once.” 

“But he took steps to find the woman, of course ?” 


“Yes, he placed the matter in the hands of a private de- 
'tective agency. The public officers ‘were called in only 
|after the agency men had failed.” 

“And you say the woman has been arrested before ?” 


oe 
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“Yes, and at least ue men who were close pon her 


trail have been murdered.” 

“ Murdered ?” 

“Murdered in the most mysterious manner.” 

“The case is a most interesting one,” said the assistant. 
“T hope Green will come out of it all right.” 

“T hayen’t a doubt of it.” 

“And this New York man, has he reported here yet?” 

“The New York man,” said the chief, with a smile, 
“may have beenin the city for a week for all I know. 
He may even be out on the road shadowing Fred and his 
prisoner. You never can tell when or where Nick Carter 
will turn up.” 

“Nick Carter !” 

“Yes, the famous Nick Carter has the case; and it is 
owing to his efforts that the arrest has been accom- 
plished.” 

‘*Doesn’t he usually make his arrests himself?” 

“Yes; but he is a busy man, and he would take the 
case only with the understanding that he was merely to 
direct the movements of my officers, and to take the 
woman off our hands here if an arrest was made. He 
should have been here this morning.” 

“The woman will be taken to the Armory Behn: of 
course ?” 


; 


“No, we have orders to transfer her directly from the 
Northwestern depot on Wells street to the Union depot. 
The transfer will be made in an ordinary Parmalee bus, 
on the theory that there is safety in a crowd.” 

“Tt’s a great case,” said the assistant, rising to his feet. 
“J wouldn’t mind having made that arrest myself.” 

“It is abgut time for the train to be in,” said the chief. 
“Suppose you step over to the Northwestern depot to meet 
Fred.” 

“Very well,” was the reply. ‘‘I’ll get there in time if I 
ean, but I think I am about five minutes late.” 

The assistant was right in his surmise. 

He was just five minutes late. 

When he arrived at the depot he learned from a depot 
policeman that Detective Green, accompaned by a vailed 
lady, had taken a Parmalee transfer bus for the Union 
depot. 

“Tt seems to me,” thought the assistant, as he took a 
cab with instructions to the driver to take him to the 
Union depot as quickly as possible, “that some one should 
have been here to meet Fred with his prisoner. Suppose 
Nick Carter should fail to show up.” — 

When the cab containing the officer drew up at the 
Union depot the transfer bus had not yet arrived. 

A gray-whiskered gentleman in spectacles ! and wearing 
a slouch hat, stood by the curb, his hands thrust care- 
lessly in his pockets. 

He glanced keenly at the officer as the latter alighted, 
and in a moment stood at his side. 

“T am looking,” he said, with a smile, “for a gentle- 
man by the name of Green. If my information is correct 
he will be accompanied by a lady. Have you seen him?” 

The assistant chief looked at him suspiciously. 

The last time he had met Nick Carter he had seen him 
in the disguise of a timid young man from the country. 

“You don’t remember me, I guess,” said the detective. 


The Chicago officer regarded. .the New York detective 
for a moment, and then reached out his hand. 

“Tam glad to see you,” he said. “I shall be glad when 
this job is off my hands.” : 

“Only for an unforeseen delay of half an hour,” said 
Nick, “I should have met Mr. Green on his arrival at 
the Northwestern depot. I myself am very uneasy about 
the case.” 

“Oh, I guess it will be all right,” said the assistant. 
“Fred is a good officer.” 


“And still,” said Nick, “he is handling a slippery cus-. 


tomer, and there is more danger between the two depots 
in Chicago than in all the miles of country roads which 
he has traveled with her.” 

*'We shall socn know all about it,” said the assistant, 
‘‘for here comes the bus.” ; 

As the bus drew up at the curb the assistant stepped 
forward and opened the door. 

“There is some mistake here,” he exclaimed. 
must be another bug on the way.” 

As he spoke the only passenger in the vehicle stepped 
out. 

“Keep this man here for a moment,” said Nick, quietly. 
“I don’t like the looks of things.” 

Then he turned to the man in charge of the vehicle. 

“How many passengers did you take from the North- 
western depot?” he asked. 

The man looked the detective insolently for a moment. 

Then he caught sight of the city officer, and. answered 
the question in one word. 

sé Two. ” 

“A man and a womain ? ” 

6c Yes. bb] 

‘‘Did you recognize either of these parties?” 

“The man is a city detective. I don’t know his name. 

“Will you step here for a moment?” he asked. 

The man did as requested, and Nick pointed at the soli- 
tary passenger standing at the rear of the bus. 

“Ts that the gentleman who got. in at the Northwestern 
depot?” he asked. 

“No,” said the man, sharply. 
got in at Madison street.” 

Nick now turned to the passenger. 

“Was the bus empty,” he asked, “when you got in?” 

The man hesitated. 

“Yes,” he said at length, “it was empty.” 

“Take him in charge,” said Nick, quietly. 
Martel has escaped again.” 

The Chicago officer turned pale. 

“Poor Fred,” he said. 

“He’s probably still on the hunt,” said Nick, ‘‘and he’s 
likely to have a merry time of it.” 

As Nick spoke he stepped inside the vehicle and looked 
carefully around. 

In a moment he started back in astonishment and terror. 

The toe of a man’s boot was protruding from under one 
of the seats. 

He stooped over for an instant, and reached under the 
seat. 

When he rose again he beckoned to the Chicago officer 
to step inside. 

The latter advanced to the door without removing his 


“There 


“He hailed the bus, and 


“ Blanche 


“Tam here by appointment to take charge of Detective | hand from the prisoner’s coat. 


Green’s traveling companion.” 


What he saw as he looked in was the body of a dead 


‘Ts it possible,” began the assistant, “that you are——”| man lying on the floor of the bus. 


“Nick Carter, at your service.” 


i 


The face of the dead man was that of Fred Green. — Its 
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expression as well as the position of the limbs told pay | She returned in a moment, and owed her head ata 
of a sudden and violent death. -| small opening. ! 

The body .was still warm. “‘Miss Cathcart,” she said, briefly, “is employed at a 

‘He has not. been dead three minutes,” said Nick, put-| department store on State street. There is the number,” 
ting his hand upon the breast of the corpse. she added, handing the detective acard. “Go there if 

“Take your prisoner to the station-house and report the | you want to see her.” 
matter at once.” The detective took the car again, and soon landed at 

“Where are you going?” asked the officer as Nick | the corner of Monroe and Dearborn streets. 
turned away. “ Miss Sarah Cathcart,” he thought, “must have changed 

“Going?” said the detective; “I’m going to find|her plan of life since leaving New York. She didn’t work 
Blanche Martel.” then,” 

_ Nick advanced a few steps down the street and then 
returned to where the city officer was standing with his 
prisoner. 

“It may be well for me to know,” he said, 8 wae that 
man has in his pockets.” 

The two men then led their prisoner to a quiet corner, 
and made a hasty examination of his garments. 

“There,” said Nick, in a moment, drawing a pair of 
handcuffs from an inner pocket of the prisoner’s coat, “ tell 
me if you ever saw those before.” 

“Yes,” said the officer, taking the handcuffs into his 
hand and examining them, ‘‘they belonged to Fred 
Green.” 

‘‘Gentlemen,” began the prisoner, “if you’ll allow me 
to explain——” 

“T advise you not to make any statement here,” said 
Nick. 

Then he turned to the officer. 

‘ Handcuff him,” he said, shortly, ‘‘and take him to the 
station-house.” 

The officer started away with his prisoner, and Nick 
Carter left the place with anything but a good-natured 
look on his face. 

“That woman,” he thought, as he walked along the 
crowded street, ‘“ must be in league with the devil.” 


ee 


The detective was not yet clear in his mind as to what — 
course to pursue. 

He entered the store, and pushed his way fhroven the 
crowded aisles. 

~The woman was well known to him, she having been a 
consort of thieves and gamblers in New York. 
‘ His idea now was to get a look at the woman and then 
make up his mind what course to pursue. 

He saw her at length behind one of the long counters 
on the third floor. 


“She has improved somewhat in appearance,” he 
thought, “and her present intention may be to lead an 
honest life, but the cHances are in favor of a big steal 
being discovered here some day.” 

As he stood at the counter a few feet away from the 
woman, making some trifling purchase, and waiting for 
his change, he saw that the woman was watching him 


closely. 


““That’s strange,” he chuck. “it can’t be that she re- 
cognizes me.” 

At that moment a cash girl came hastily down the aisle 
and handed the woman a sealed envelope. 

“A messenger boy left it at the office,” she said, “and 
the manager didn’t like it. He said he didn’t want noth- 
ing but business going on here during business hours.” 

The woman opened the envelope with a nervous hand, 
and read the inclosed message, turning pale as she did so. 

It was perfectly clear to the detective that the note was 
from no less a person than Blanche Martel. 

Just then one of the floor-walkers stopped in front of ihe 
counter, and engaged the woman in conversation. 

They were evidently not talking about the business go- 
ing on around them, for they conversed in very low tones. 

The woman seemed insisting upon something, and the 
man seemed to be holding out against her. 

«. Nick walked away to another counter, near the eleva- 
tor, and stood watching the couple for some moments. 

When the floor-walker left the woman he passed to the 
elevator and went down stairs, glancing at Nick keenly 
as he approached the spot where he stood. 

“Tf Iam not very much mistaken,” thought the detec- 
tive, “I have seen that face in New York. I guess there 
are ore New York crooks in the establishment instead of 
one.” 


CHAPTER II. 
A DRAW GAME. 


“Now then,” thought Nick, as he walked slowly along 
Clark street, “if Blanche Martel had not had one intimate 
friend in Chicago she never could have been traced to 
that little town in Wisconsin where she was captured. I | 
wonder if she can be traced from the friend’s residence 
again.” 

After carefully inspecting his note-book the detective 
erossed over to Dearborn street, and took a cable ear for 
the North Side. 

Near the corner of North Clark and Erie streets he left 
the car, and walked over to Dearborn street. 

‘“My lady’s friend,” he muttered, pausing in front of a 

_large brick edifice, “took rooms here when we traced her 
from New York, and it was here that Blanche Martel 
stopped while in Chicago. I wonder what her friend will} Nick passed back toward the counter and watched the 
say if I go in there and ask for her now ?” woman keenly, but she went on about her business as 

The detective again referred to his note-book, ascended |usual and paid no further attention to him. If she had 
the broad steps leading from the street, and rang the bell. | recognized him at all she was now certainly on her guard. 

“T have an acquaintance here,” he said to the lady who} The note she had received lay with its envelope on the 
opened the door, “by the name of Sarah Cathcart. Can|counter. 
you tell me whether she is in?” “Tf I could get hold of that now,” thought Nick. or 

With all the impudence and suspicion of a Chicago| might know where to start in.” 
domestic depicted upon her face the girl said, “Wait,”| He approached the counter and ieaclan examining the 
and closed the door. goods near ee coveted paper. : 
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The woman’s face gave no indication that she was 
aware of his presence. 

While the woman’s back was turned he secured posses- 
sion of the note, and was turning away when aclear voice 
reached his ears: 

“Tf you are curious about my correspondence, sir, you 
may read the note. Then, perhaps, you will return it.” 

Nick glanced back to find the woman gazing at him 
with flashing eyes. 

“T beg your pardon,” he said, fooking!t in seeming aston- 
ishment at the crumpled bit of paper in his hand, “I was 
thinking of something else at the time, and the act of 
taking it was an involuntary one. I really beg your 
pardon.” 

“The explanation is sufficient,” said the woman, coldly, 
and Nick passed on down stairs. 

He was angry with himself at having been caught ina 
trap, for he regarded it as nothing less. 

“She left the paper there on purpose to see if I would 
try to obtainit,” he thought. ‘“That’s a mighty sharp 
woman, and I ought to have known better. There’sa 
good chance now for trouble in working the case. How- 
ever, the woman can not leave her counter until six 
o’clock, and I shall be free until that time.” 

The detective had caught a glimpse of the contents of 
the note, but had gained no information from it. 

It merely read, ‘“‘Iamin town again, full of business, 
but may see you before I leave.” 

It was simply signed, “John.” 

“Tt means something, of course,” Nick thought, “but 
no one can tell what it is.” 

- He went to the nearest telegraph office, and sent the fol- 
lowing dispatch to his home address in New York : 


“ Start Nell for Chicago on the first train. 
ing Nellie Davis at the Palmer House.” 


I am expect- 


The great detective was about to give the girl he had 
found in San Francisco her first taste of detective work. 
He knew that he had a long and difficult case to 


_ handle. 


Sarah Cathcart would have to be watched night and 
day, and he had an idea that Nell was just the person for 
the undertaking. 

Ag he left the telegraph office he noticed a spruce-look- 
ing fellow standing by the door. 

One glance told him that it was the floor-walker in the 
department store on State street. 

“That looks like business,” thought Nick, as he walked 
away in the direction of the City Hall. 

He was greeted warmly by the chief of police and shown 
into the private office. 

“Only for my assistant’s description of your appear- 
ance,” said Maser eee: “T never should have re- 
cognized you.’ 

“Vou area trifle behind the times,” said Nick, with a 
laugh, “for I have already been recognized in Chicago.” 

“Tn connection with this case?” asked the chief. 

“Yes,” was the reply, “‘in connection with this case.” 

“You understand, of course, that you can have all the 
assistance you want.” 

“That’s what I came to see you about,” said Nick. 
“You have a description of the woman ?” 

“Yes, and I will do everything in my power to bring 
the murderer of poor Fred Green to justice.” 

“You can do nothing now,” said Nick, “except to have 
all the outgoing trains and boats carefully watched.” 


“T have already given orders for that to be done,” said 
the chief. 

“That’s all now,” said Nick, “but I may need more 
help in the future.” 

As Nick passed out of the City Hall on the Randolph 
street side the floor-walker stood near the curb, talking 
with a cabman. 

For a moment the detective was ata loss what course 
to pursue. 

After a moment’s thought, however, he turned south on 
Clark street, and walked in the direction of Fourth 
avenue. 

“The only way to bring out that fellow’s strong points,” 
he thought, “is to give him achance, and see what he 
will do.” ; 

It was now between four and five o’clock in the after- 
noon, and Fourth avenue was crowded with its usual 
class of frequenters. 

A short distance down the street he paused long enough 
to see that the floor-walker was keeping him in sight, and 
turned into a saloon which seemed to be asic prin- 
cipally by negroes. 

“Budd: Maynard,” thought Nick, seating himself in the 
rear of the room, and ordering a glass of beer, ‘‘fre- 
quented resorts of this sort in New York city. I wonder 
if he has made the acquaintance of the gang here.” 

The seat he occupied was exactly in line with the end 
of the bar, and by leaning back he could see any person 
standing at the cigar counter on the street side of the 
screen. 

In a moment Floor-walker Budd Maynard stepped into 
the front of the place and stood talking in a familfar man- 
ner with the bartender who passed out to the cigar case 
to meet him. 

“That settles it,” thought Nick; “I’ve got all the 
toughies in Chicago to fightin this case, and I may as 
well shake this fellow, and get to work.” 

In the rear of the main bar-room was a small room, evi- 
dently used for private parties after closing hour. 

Nick carelessly walked into this place, his hands in his 
pockets, and stood looking out into a small court. 

A door, opening on the south side of the room, attracted 
his attention. 

As he looked, the door was hastily opened, and a boy 
came in with an empty pitcher, which he proceeded to 
have filled at the bar. 

Nick saw in a moment that the small passage on the 
other side of the door must lead somewhere to a main 
hall-way connected with the street. 

He walked out to the bar, bought a cigar, and walked 
up and down both rooms, smoking. 

Maynard. still stood concealed by the screen, and the 
bartender was busy with his work. 

Nick stepped into the narrow passage. 

No one was in sight, and the detective busied himself 
for a moment, and then passed on into the main hall-way 
running east and west. 

‘‘Hello,” said the bartender, in a moment, “I wonder 
where the old fellow went? I thought we might have 
some fun with him.” 

“Yes, you'll have lots of fun with him,” said Maynard, 
with a grin. “Has he actually gone?” 

“Sure,” was the reply, “he probably went out through 
the main entrance to the building.” 

Maynard bounded out of the place, and stopped at the 
door of the hall on the outside. 
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rough-looking fellow who was lounging on the steps. 

‘“ Nobody but a bloomin’ dude,” was the reply. 

“What did he look like?” 

“Wat yer givin’ us?” 

Maynard slipped a dollar into the fellow’s hand. 

“ Now tell me,” he said, with a captivating smile, “ just 
how the dude looked.” 

“Red hair’n mustache,” said the fellow, ‘“ treckled face, 
and gold eye-glasses.” 

“ How was he dressed ?” 

“Black suit and cutaway coat, wid patent leader shoes.” 

“Which way did he go?” 

The fellow pointed south. 

“Do you want him for anything?” he asked. 

“You must be a stranger around here,” said Budd, with 
@ grin. 

“Yes,” was the reply, “I just gotin from Kalamazoo, 
Michigan. Wa’s de dude bin doin’ 2?” 

Budd hastened away toward the south without making 
any reply. 

“ Nick’s cunning,” he thought, as he walked along, “but 
I’ve got onto another of his disguises just the same.” 

After his departure the slouchy looking fellow in the 
door-way turned and walked slowly northward with a true 
Fourth avenue swagger. 

“Maynard must be in luck,” he thought, “to give out 
his money in that way. How he would swear if he knew 
that that dollar had passed into the possession of Nick 
Carter !” 


It was now five o’clock, and Nick hastened directly to 
his room in the Palmer House. 

A few minutes later a rather well dressed gentleman 
left the hotel and proceeded to the third floor of the de- 
partment store. 

- The woman was still at her counter, and Nick kept 
away from the place where she stood. 

His idea was to remain near the elevator, and track her 
from the moment her duties for the day ceased. | 

As he stood there the floor-walker, looking flushed and 
worried, stepped out of the elevator and proceeded di- 
rectly to where Miss Cathcart was at work. 

At that moment the first closing gong sounded. 

“In fifteen minutes,” thought the detective, “the place 
will be closed, and I can follow the two away together.” 

The floor-walker passed down the elevator, remained a 
few moments, and returned, looking sharply at Nick both 
times. 

When the closing gong struck there was a grand rush 
for the exit, and in avery short time Nick and the two 
pébple whom he was shadowing remained alone on the 
floor. 


i Come,” said the floor-walker, advancing to the place 
where Nick stood, “take the elevator if you are going 
down. It will stop running in a moment.” i 

“T haven’t been waited on yet,” said Nick, innocently. 

“It’s too late now,” said Maynard. “The clerks are all 
gone, and I am the last man in the store. Take the eleva- 
tor. ‘ This is the last trip down.” 

Nick stepped into the elevator, and Maynard stood in 
the door-way, as though about ready to step in. 

Instead of doing so, however, he reached his hand in 
and grasped the cable. 
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“Has any one passed out of here lately?” he asked of a|and two heavy doors in the elevator shaft on a level with | 
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the floor below closed with a jar. 

The detective was suspended in the cage above the top 
floon of the department store, and the heavy doors in the 
elevator shaft intended only for use in case of fire were 
closed below. ; 

He seized the cable and pulled desperately at it. 

The elevator did not move. The power had been shut 
off below. 

“Well,” mustered the detective, “the chances are ex- 
ceedingly good for a long session. I wonder what time 
the watchman gets around ?” 

For obvious reasons Floor-walker Maynard and Miss 
Sarah Cathcart did not descend by the elevator that night. 

As they passed out of the store Maynard handed a five- 
dollar bill to a man who stood at the entrance, evidently 
waiting for him. 

“ He’ll kick when he gets out,” said Maynard, with a 
smile, “but, as I told you before, it’s only a joke.’ Keep 
him there as long as you can.” 

If the imprisoned detective could have been consulted 
he would have pronounced it a very serious joke. 


ee 


CHAPTER III. 
DEATH IN THE PARK RAVINE 


A short time after the departure of Nick Carter from 
the City Hall the man arrested at the Union depot was 
taken to the office of the chief of the detective force. 

“TI am told,” said the chief, “that you have a statement 
to make.” 

“Yes,” was the reply, “and after I have made it I hope 
to be released.” 

He was a good-looking, well-dressed young fellow, who 
had neither the manner nor the appearance of a criminal. 

‘**When I got into the bus at Madison street,” he began, 
“it had one passenger, a very handsome woman. 

“ Her hands were clasped in her lap, and she appeared 
to be in great agony of mind.” 

“You did not tell the truth then,” interrupted the detec- 
tive, ‘‘when you said at the Union depot that there were 
no passengers in the bus when you got in?” 

“No,” was the reply, “I believed the woman’s story, 
and told a deliberate falsehood in order to shield her.” 

“First,” said the chief, “ give me a description of the 
woman.” . 

“I can only say,” was the reply, “that she was the 
handsomest woman I ever met. You must remember that 
I was in her company only a very short time.” 

“Your short description,” said the chief, “is an accu- 
rate one. The woman was Blanche Martel, the bank rob- 
ber and murderess.” 

The young man dropped weakly back in his chair. 

“Great Heaven!” he exclaimed. “Then the case isa 
very serious one.” 

“You are right there. ‘What did she say to you?” 

“She said that she was being abducted by the paid 
agent of an unscrupulous law firm in New York. 

“She declared that she had been dragged away from a 
young infant, who was certain to die without her care.” 

“How did she account for being alone in the bus?” 

“She said that her captor had returned to the depot to 


: The elevator shot up to the end of the rope and stopped. ' make a last arrangement about the baggage, and that the 


There followed a slight sound of machinery in motion bus had driven off and left Hime i, 
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‘*Go on.” 

“Ag ghe raised her hands imploringly Isaw that she 
was handcuffed. It was a pitiful sight. 

“ ‘See,’ she said, extending one of her pink palms, ‘1, 
have the key to the handcuffs in my possession. He drop- 
ped it on the floor while searching for his checks. If you 
have the heart of a man make use of the key, and release 
me.’ 

“T did what any man would have done under the cir- 
cumstances. 


“J made use of the key, and she sprang from the bus. I | 


can only say. by way of apology, that the woman was 
handsome and in tears. 


“T only did what ninety-nine men out of a hundred 
‘would have done. | 


“All this took place,” continued the young man, “in 
much less time than I have been telling you the story.” 

“ Where did the woman leave the bus?” 

“T can’t exactly state. I think, however, that it was 
at least a block north of the Union depot.” 

“Did you observe her movements after leaving the 
bus ?” 

“Only for an instant. 
crowd.” 

“ And during this time you had no intimation of a mur- | 
dered man lying under the seat?” 

“Not the slightest.” 

“This is a very remarkable story,” said the detective, 
“and I doubt very much about its being believed. For 
my own part, I have no opinion to express.” 

“With what am I charged ?” 

“ith the murder of Detective Fred Green.” 

“Why, man, I never saw the woman before in my life. 
Is it likely. then, that I should proceed to such extremi- 
ties in order to aid her?” 

“ And still,” said the detective, ‘‘how could that hand- 
cuffed woman have accomplished the crime ?” 

The young man shook his head sadly. 

“T cannot accouiit for it,” he said. 

“ And the handcuffs,” continued the officer, ‘‘they were 
found, I think, secreted in one of ela inner pockets?” 

“T can’t account for that either,” said the young man. 
“JT don’t remember of bestowing a thought upon them.” 

“It is very singular,” said the officer, musingly. 

“My people are wealthy, and I can furnish any amount 


She soon became lost in the | 


of bail. Will it be accepted ?” 

“T think not.” 

“It is a hard case. I may employ an attorney, I pre- 
sume ?” 


“A dozen, if you like.” 

The prisoner was ordered back to his cell, and the de- 
tective sat there in a brown study. 

“Poor Green,” he mused. 
has been murdered while in pursuit of this woman. All 
have died in the same mysterious manner. There has 
been no mark of weapon, no trace of poison. Iam glad 
Nick Carter has charge of the case, as it is beyond my 
comprehension.” 

In a moment he sprang to his feet and opened the door. 

The officer was half-way down the long corridor with 
his prisoner. 

“Bring him back,” said the chief, shortly. 
overlooked an important point.” * 

‘Now tell me,” he said, as the young man stood on the 
jnside of the closed door, regarding him curiously, 


“TT have 


“He is the third. officer who. 


““whether you Bericod anything particularly striking or 
unusual about the woman’s Perey or Fo cobs i 

“T can’t say that I did.” 

“Think again,” urged the offider. “Recall the scene 
again to your mind, and tell me, if you can, what it was 
about her that you ais vite most distinctly.” 

“Ah! Iremember now,” exclaimed the young man, 
‘eagerly, “that she wore a very peculiar brooch at the 
neck of her dress.” 


; “ Describe it.” 


“Its most striking feature was two gold serpents, coiled, 
and in the act of striking. Not at each other, but straight 
in front. I remember now that their. eyes were emerald, 
and that their mouths were open, showing the fangs.” 

“Yes,” said the chief, ‘‘Blanche Martel usually wears 
that peculiar snake brooch. She has been known to wear 


it in the public street, even when the officers were close 


in pursuit of her.” 

“It may lead to her discovery now,” said the prisoner, 
hopefully. “I hope so at least.” 

‘* Another thing,” continued the chief of daracuinen: “ did 
you notice anything peculiar about the atmosphere of the 
bus when you entered it?” 

“The air seemed to be beayy) with We aildorat ot 
all 4 

“Well,” said the chief, ‘when the body of Fred Green 
was first removed there s2emed to be a peculiar odor 
about the mouth and nostrils. Only for the fact that it 
disappeared almost immediately that might have ex- 
plained the cause of his death.” 

i “My only hope of release now,” said the prisoner, 
in the success of your officers. 
best.” 

“You may be sure of that,” said the detective. 

The prisoner was now returned to his cell, and the chief 
busied himself with other matters. 

He was kept at his desk longer than usual that day, and 
it was nine o’clock before he was ready to leave for home. 

| As he rose to leave the room an officer entered with a 
sealed note in his hand. 

a This was left at the-desk*a’*moment ago,” the officer 
said, “by a messenger Por who said that it was’ to be 
delivered to you at once.’ 
| The detective opened the envelope and gave a start of 
surprise as he read the following message : 


That was 


“lies 
I hope they will do their 


“ Have two of your best detectives at the Lincoln Monu- 
ment in Lincoln Park at two o’clock sharp. Watch fora 
negro with a white handkerchief about his neck.” 


The note was signed “Nick Carter.” 

“This looks hopeful,” mused the detective. 
at least, found a starting point.” 

Then he turned to the officer. 

“Send Wells here,” he said, ‘and tell him to prepare 
for a night of hard work.” 

Then as the officer turned to leave the room he stopped 
him with a motion of his hand. 

“IT am going out with Wells,” he said, ‘‘so it will be 
useless to attempt to’ comimunicate with me at my resi- 
dence if anything happ2ns.” 

At exactly ten o’clock the two officers stationed them- 
selves at the foot of the steps at the Lincoln Monument. 

It was a warm, pleasant evening. 

A full moon shone high in the heavens, across which 
light, fleecy clouds were slowly drifting. 

As a bell ina neighboring steeple struck the hour of 


“Nick has, 
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- ten a burly looking negro with a witite handicorckat 
about his neck left the heavy shadow of the base of the 


monument, and advanced to the spot where the two offi- |: 


gers stood. 

“Iam glad to see you here in person,” he said. 
may have desperate work before the night is over.” 

“Have you discovered anything new 2” asked the detec- 
tive, after presenting his companion. 

“Yes,” said Nick, “the friends of Blanche Martel have 
arranged a meeting at the Grant Monument at half-past 


“We 


ten, and I have an idea that the lady herself may brighten | 


the occasion with her presence.” 

“The friends of Blanche Martel!” repeated the detec- 
tve. ‘How in the name of all that is wonderful did you 
find out who her friends are ?” - 

“Oh, I ran across a couple of them down here,” said 
Nick, with asmile. “They are old New York acquaint- 
ances of mine.” 

“Did they recognize you ?”. 

“T should think they did. They even attempted to pro- 
vide a lodging-place for me to night.” 

“Were the quarters desirable?” asked the detective, 
with a smile. 

“The place was atleast free from noise,” said Nick. 
“It was in an elevator in a department store, closed for 
the night.” 

In a few words, then, Nick told the officer what had oc- 
curred during the afternoon and evening. 

* How did you get out?” asked the detective. 

“Oh, I always carry a funny little tool,” said Nick, 
varelessly, “which will cut through almost anything. I 
got out of the elevator without any trouble, and the rest 
was easy.” 

“The watchman -came, I suppose ?” 

“Yes, and he explained it all to me as a playful joke on 
the part of my friend, Budd Meyers of Mulberry Bend, 
New York.” 

““Why didn’t you arrest him ?” 

“Arrest him? You should have heard me laughing over 
the joke with him. 

*** And now,’ I said to him, as I turned away, ‘I won- 
der where I’]l find: these playful friends of mine. I should 
like to get even with them this very night.’ 

““ “Pll tell you,’ he said, ‘if you won’t give me away.’ 

“FE gave the necessary assurance, and he gave me his 
tee 

‘When they went away,’ he said, ‘I heard them talk- 
ing about meeting some one at the Grant Monument at 
half-past ten. I gathered from what they said that the 
person they were to meet is to leave town to-night. So if 
at’s a friend of yours you had better hurry up there.’ 

“That reminds me,” continued Nick, “that we had bet- 
ter be movingin that direction. Ill go straight there, 
and you separate and come up from different ways, one 
from Clark street and the other from the drive-way by the 
lake. 

“Let three sharp whistles be the call for -help, in case 
any of us get into trouble.” ; 

Nick approached the monument from the walk leading 
ever the tunnel under the base, and under the statue 
proper. 

While under the statue this walk resembles a lofty 
chamber, with arched entraaces on three sides, more than 
anything else. 


iPour persons stood by one of these windows as Nick 
strolled carelessly through the place. 
The party apparently consisted of two men and two 
women. 

One of the men was Maynard, but it was not the May- 
nard of the department store. 

He was dressed in a rough costume, and wore a full, 
black beard. 

Upon the breast of the other male figure gleamed the 
emerald eyes of the snake brooch. 
One of the women was Sarah Cathcart. 


junknown to the detective. 


The other was 


fore him, dressed in male attire. 


His first impulse was to rush a and make the 


arrest then and there. 

Had either one of the officers been in sight he would 
have pursued this course+ 

He passed on through the place, turned to the left, and 
disappeared in the shrubbery bordering the drive-way be- 
tween the monument and Clark street. 

There he met the chief detective. 
covered way at the monument,” he said. ‘“Do you know 
where Wells is?” 

“He is probably somewhere; on the lower drive-way. 
| What do you propose to do now ?” 

“T feel just like rushing in there and arresting the 
whole party.” 

“Tam ready,” said the detective. 

“And still,” said Nick, “I have a sort of curiosity to 
know what move they will make next.” 

As he spoke Niek, closely followed by the chief detec- 
tive, turned to the south, and crossed the road and foot- 
path bordering the lower drive. 

“Tf Wells is down here,” Nick said, “I want to know it. 
We may need him.” 

This change of position was a fortunate one. 

As they stood looking out from the shelter of the shrub- 


| bery the four figures left the arched window of the monu- 


ment, and turned down the steps leading to ee lower 
level. 

At that moment the sound of oars came from the lagoon 
lying between the border of the park and the newly con- 
structed lake-shore drive. 

“That explains their presence here,” said Nick. 
are going away in a rowboat.” 

The party of four now passed the concealed detectives, 
proceeding in the direction of the narrow channel leading 
from the lagoon out into the lake. 

The sound of rapidly advancing footsteps now came 
from the north. 

In a moment a park policeman came into view. 

He passed the little party, and walked to the place 
where the boat had been drawn up to the bank. 

A few yards to the south Wells stepped into the walk, 
directly in the rear of the party. 

One of the party turned about and said something to 
the detective, which Nick and his companion could not 
hear. 

The detective made some reply, and walked on ahead 
of the party. 

The man in the boat pushed out from the hore. and 


“They 


Arched windows look out over the water on the side! rowed down toward the little bridge. 


qoward the lake. 


“Things couldn’t be in better shape,” whispered Nick. 


pee ee 


| Nick knew well enough that Blanche Martel stood a 


“Blanche Martel, with three companions, stands in the..." 
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“When they get on the bridge we’ll bag the whole crowd. 


But things will not remain in this position long.” 


“=, 


A low, mocking laugh came from the lips of his prisoner. 
“Not so fast, my friend,” said a female voice; ‘‘the best 


Just before reaching/the bridge the party separated, the | of us are occasionally mistaken.” 


two women going west, in the direction of Clark street. 


The moonlight fell full upon the face and figure of the 


“Let them go,” said Nick, after a*minute’s thought. “It! speaker. 


is just as well not to have the women around. I should 


like, however, to have them followed.” 


She made no attempt to regain her liberty. 
Nick sprang back, almost stumbling over Maynard’s 


“'There’s the park policeman,” said the chief detective. | protrate form as he did so. 


“He can at least keep track of them while they are in the 
park.” 

The park policeman soon satisfied himself regarding 
the man with the boat, and turned back in the direction 
of the spot where the officers were concealed. 

“Tt’s time for us to be moving,” said Nick, “and you 
can speak to the policeman when we meet him.” 

The policeman at once recognized the chief of the city 
detectives, and stopped at the place where they had step- 
ped from the shrubbery. 

“What did the boatman say to you?” asked the chief. 

“He said that the two gentlemen of the party were 
going out for a moonlight ride on the lake.” 

“Do you know him 2” 

“Yes; he’s all right.” 

“Well, his passengers are not all right,” said the chief. 
“The two women who just left them are not above sus- 
picion. I wish you would follow them through the park.” 

“Are they to be arrested if anything suspicious takes 
place 2” 

“ Certainly.” . 

The policeman darted away after the retreating figures, 
and Nick turned to his companion. 

“It won’t do for you to go down there,” he said. “It 
is almost as light as day, and you would be recognized 
before we got within reach of the people we are after.” 

“ But you may need help.” 


The face was not that of Blanche Martel. 

The woman he was in search of had escaped. 

Without waiting an instant Nick darted away in the 
direction taken by the two women. 

The chief detective and Wells were by his side ina 
moment. 

“The two women changed disguises at the monument,” 
Nick said, hastily, “and Blanche Martel has escaped.” 

“ There is a possibility,” said the chief, “that the park 
policeman has captured her. I thought I heard the sound 
of a scuffle over there in the ravine a minute ago.” 

The men were soon at the place pointed out. 

There, under the bridge, they found the dead body of 
the park policeman. 

By its side lay a woman's dress, shawl, and hat. 

“You see how it is,” said Nick, “he caught them while 
she was shifting her disguise, and was murdered ae as 
poor Fred Green was murdered.” 

The chief bent over the body. There were no wounds, 
but a peculiar odor still lingered about the nostrils. 


CHAPTER IV. 
A HARD-HITTING EXPRESSMAN, 


Two days after the mysterious murder of the policeman 


“T usually make my arrests without assistance,” said|in the ravine at Lincoln Park, there was a new second 


Nick, with a laugh. “You can best help me now by find- 
ing Wells and being ready to take charge of the prisoners 
after the arrest is made. 
sight after I get near enough to attract the attention of 
the people yonder.” 


“Remember,” said the chief, ‘that Blanche Martel isa. 


dangerous woman.” 

Nick passed on without making any reply, and arrived 
at the bridge just as the rowboat drew: up. 

Maynard. stood leaning over the railing with his eyes 
fixed on the water, while his companion stood near the 
boat. 

They both started as Nick’s footsteps sounded on the 
planks, and Maynard advanced to the center of the bridge 
to meet him. 

“Why are you following us about?” he demanded. 
“You'd better light out if you want to keep a whole skin.” 

“You done keep ’way f’m me,” said Nick, in his 
choicest negro dialect. “I ain’t doin’ nothin’ to you.” 

Maynard still advanced upon Nick, and the detective 
caught a gleam of steel in his hand. 

Nick had very little time for thought, for he knew that 
the man suspected him. 

He sprang forward and dealt the crook a powerful blow 
on the point of the chin. 

Without waiting to see the effect of his blow he sprang 
back, and threw both arms around the body of the fallen 
man’s companion. 

“The game is up, Blanche Martel,” he cried. 
caught at last |” 


Whatever you do don’t get into | 


girl at the house on Dearborn street. 


She was young and pretty, and the letter from the in- 


telligence office through which she had been ,employed 
‘gave her name as Polly Mikens. 


“Dat girl,” declared Pinkey Kidder, “is one of dem girlg 
w’at has more lip dan work about ’em.” 

Pinkey Kidder was the star boarder of the etablishment. 

He was short and stout, with a neck like the cylinder 
of a steain-engine. 

Just how he got his living no one not in the confidence 
of himself or his tough-looking pals seemed to know. 

He played the races at Garfield Park, played faro om 
Clark street, and occasionally hung around the House of’ 
David to catch returns on the policy drawings. 

From the very start Polly seemed to take a great fancy 
to Pinkey. 

She took extra care of his room, and never passed him 
in the hall-way without a saucy nod or a bit of slangy 
greeting. 

‘‘She’s a sharp little kid,” the worthy Mr. Kidder ex- 
plained to the landlady on the day following her appear- 
ance in the house, “and you want to keep a mighty sharp 
eye on her.” 

Polly’s duties took her to every part of the house, and 
she made the best of her time whenever she found herself 
alone in any apartment. 

She searched the pockets of clothing hanging in the 
closets, poked her fingers into dresser-drawers, and did a 


“You are great many other things indicative of an inquiring. turn 


of mind. 
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After Polly had been in the house one day, one of 
Brink’s express wagons delivered a small trunk and a 
rather flashily dressed young man at the door of the 
domicile. 

The young man refused to deliver the trunk to the land- 
lady, but insisted upon seeing the girlin person for the 
purpose of getting a receipt. l 


her mistress, and stood for a moment alone in the hall-' 
way with the driver of the express wagon. 

“ Well, Polly ,” said the young fellow, with a smile, |, 
“how do you size it up?” | 


“ Well,” said the driver, “ keep your eyes open. If. we, 
don’t get track of Blanche Martel from this place, we. 
won't get track of her atall. Have you heard Sarah 
Cathcart’s name mentioned since you have been here?” 

“Yes; but only mentioned casually.” 

“T’m afraid we’ve got a hard case to work,” said Nick. 
“I am positive that one of the three persons we are in| 
search of is in communication with the people in this 
house. Wemust trace Sarah Cathcart from here and 
Blanche Martel from Sarah Catheart.” 

Nick carried the trunk up to the girl’s room on the 
third floor, and started back toward the street door. ‘ 

In the hall-way he found Pinkey waiting for him. 

“Wat you talkin’ ter dat girl about?” Pinkey de- 
manded. “ Wedon’t ‘low no chinnin’ in dis house.” 

“Oh, go’n chase yerself,” said Nick. “You can’t make’ 
a mash there.” 

“T’ll make a:‘mash here in de hall,” said Pinkey, “if, 
you give me any gab.” 

Nick turned toward the door again with an amused | 
look in his face. ah 

“De next time you come here,” Pinkey said, following | 
on after him “you keep outside. You make de house, 

smell of horses.” 

Nick, without making any reply, stepped into the door- 

way. 

The next moment he felt himself seized by the shoul- 

ders, and given a fierce push which would have hurled, 
almost any other man headlong down the stone steps. 

Enraged at the unprovoked assault, Nick, who had’ 
barely saved himself by catching hold of, the door, turned 
at and dealt the fellow a straight-from-the-shoulder blow. 
| which stretched him at full length-on the floor of the hall. 

Ina moment more he was driving rapidly away in the 
express wagon. 

“ What's this?” demanded the landlady, stepping out) 


— 


ter. 


day. 
out of the house.” 


“Well,” said Pinkey, with an oath, “I’ll bet four dol- 
ars toa bump of the head that that man was Nick Car- 
Brink’s expressmen don’t hit like dat.” 

“You can find out whether he is a regular expressman 


or not by going to the office.” 


“T didn’t think of that,” said Pinkey. ‘‘I’ll find out to- 
In the meantime you see that that girl don’t stir 


When Pinkey passed out of the sitting-room the girl 


Polly came flying down stairs in response to the call of was dusting the furniture in the hall. 


“What's the matter with your mug, Kidder?’ she 


|asked, innocently. 


“Fell down an’ stepped on it,” said Pinkey, shortly. 
‘You ’tend to your own business.” 
That night there was a secret conference in one of the 


“There isn’t a Square person in the house,” said Polly. ' up-stairs rooms. 


Kidder had been at the main express office on Wash- 


‘ington street, and was ready with his report. 


“Dere’s somethin’ funny "bout dat,” he said. “Dey 


i won't say anythin’ ’bout it at de office.” 


“That’s enough, ain’t it?” said the woman. 
“What do you mean?” 
“J mean that it was Nick Carter or some other officer, 


and the express people let him have the rig he drove up 
here with.” 


“TI guess you’re right,” said Pinkey. “Now, you watch 


the girl so she can’t communicate witk any one, and he'll... 


have to come again, probably in some other disguise.” 

“What then?” 

“Well, I'll be here and fix him so he won’t be making 
this house his headquarters any more.” 

“Now, see here,” said the woman, “I don’t want to get 
into a fight with the officers. The easiest way is to end 
the whole thing by discharging the girl.” 

“No, you don’t. We've got to shut off that man’s wind 
before Blanche can have any peace, and we may as well 
do it here as anywhere else.” 

“Tt’s risky.” ' 

‘Well, we’re in for it, now. You watch the girl, and 
we'll do the rest.” 

As the two separated, Polly stole carefully out of the 
next room, and sought her own apartment. 

“This looks bad for Nick,” she thought. “I must find 
some way to notify him of what is going on.” 

The only way to. do this seemed to be by leiter. 

So she wrote a note, and sealed, and stamped it. 

But there seemed to be no such thing as getting it into 
the box on the corner, or into the hands of the postman, 

That night, after.all was still in the house, she arose 


and crept noiselessly down stairs. 


Once or twice she thought she detected a movement in 


‘the hall-way ahead of her, but the case was a desperate 


one, and she did not turn back. 

As her hand touched the knob of the front door, a light 
flashed up in the hall, and Pinkey sprang toward her. 

“T’ll take chat note,” he exclaimed. 

The girl darted away, and in a moment the envelope 
and its contents were torn into tiny fragments. 

‘IT guess you won’t take it,” she said, angrily. 
duffer like you can read my love letters.” 

“T was only jokin’,” said Pinkey. “You needn’t have 


™ 
“No 


of the sitting-room as the bully was wiping the blood 
from his face. 

‘It’s just dis way,” said Pinkey, stepping into the sit- 
ting-room and looking about carefully to see that no one 
but the landlady was within hearing, ‘‘I got a pointer to- 
day from Maynard to watch every person dat came here 
to see dat gal.” ' , 

“You made a good beginning,” said the landlady, with 
a sneer. 

“Well, I didn’t'‘like de looks of dat expressman,” said 
the bully, “an’ I thought I'd see what he talked like.” 

“What makes Maynard suspect Polly?” 

“Well,” said Pinkey, “I suppose he thinks they’ll pick 
up the clew from this house again.” ; 

“Tf you think she is a spy, I’ll turn her away.” 

‘‘Dat would queer the whole act. Let her stay here, an’ 
we'll find out w’at she’s made of.” i 

“You have already found out what her friend was made 
OE.” 


“* 
N 


torn it up.” 

The girl, of course, knew better, and returned to her 
room with a heavy heart. 

“These people mean murder,” she thought, ‘‘and Nick 
will surely be here to-morrow. How can I save him ?” 

There was an air of mystery about the place all the next 
forenoon. mt ; 

The girl was never out of sight of some member of the 
household. é 

Pinkey spent his time watching at one of the front win- 
dows, and the landlady wandered about the place in great 
excitement. t 

At first the girl resolved to remain near the front en- 
trance in order to warn Nick, should he make his appear- 
ance. 6 
This plan was defeated by the landlady ordering her to 
i her own apartment. 

Ten minutes later the landlady gave a quick turn to the 
nob of the door of Polly’s room, and entered as though 
expecting to find her in some mischief. 
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She did not find her at all. 
The room was empty. ; 
“Where has that little monkey gone?” 

The woman looked in the closet and under the bed. 


Then she inspected all the rooms on that floor in the 


building. 

Polly was nowhere in sight. 

The landlady returned to the room, and raised the lid 
of the girl’s trunk. 

Polly’s clothing was all there, even to the saucy hat 
she wore while running errands. 

‘““She’s certainly in the house,” thought the woman. 

Then she went to the head of the stairs, and called 
Pinkey. 

That worthy seemed to catch a tone of warning in her 
voice, and came up the stairs with a rush. 

‘“What’s up?” 

“Polly has disappeared.” 

“The devil she has!” 

“Have you seen her anywhere in the lower part of the 
house ?” 

“Naw !” 

‘‘Well,” said the woman, “we've got to find her.” 

Pinkey’s reply was a fierce oath. 

“Hind her?” he repeated. ‘“She’s half way to Nick 
Carter by this time.” 

“No,” was the reply, “she’s hiding somewhere in the 
house.” 

They searched the place from basement to attic. 

Polly was nowhere to be found. 


There was one room in the house especially devoted to; 


plots and such talks as the speakers did not want over- 
heard. 

It was a rear room on the second floor. 

Its one door opened into the hall-way, and its one win- 
dow opened on a rubbish-lined back yard. 

The back yard ended at the alley running between 
Dearborn and North Clark streets. 

The room was furnished with a folding bed, and the 
ordinary fixtures of a sleeping chamber. 

After making the search, Pinkey and the landlady re- 
paired to this room. 

“Now,” said the woman, facing her star boarder, 
angrily, ‘‘you see what comes of your having your own 
way about keeping the girl.” 

“Tt’s no good chawin’ de rag,” said Pinkey. “ W’at’s to 
be done, now ?” 


“For one thing, you’ve got to go away, and stay away | 


until this thing blows over.” 

“ Wat's de good o’ dat?” 

“That will break the communication between my house 
and Blanche Martel.” 

“De best t’ing, you can do is to give me a hundred dol- 
lars to give to Blanche Martel, and let her get out o’ 
town.” 

“T gave her money before, and what did it amount to?” 

‘“‘Well, she can’t go till she gets money.” 

“Tf you’d let stud poker alone, you’d have had money 
of your own to give her.” 

Pinkey made no reply. 

“When can you see her?” 

“To-night.” 

“Where? You haven’t made an appointment here, I 
hope?” : 

“Here? and wid dat bloomin’ Nick Carter on her heels? 
- IT should say not !” 

“Why don’t you answer my question ?” 


“Well, lam going to meet her at the World’s Fair| ter.” 


grounds.” 

“ At the World’s Fair grounds at night?” 

“Ves, we know a way of getting into the mining build- 
ing without running across any of the watchmen.” 

* Why not meet her up town? The fact of going to the 
World’s Fair grounds at night looks suspicious.” 

“She is afraid to come inside of the police district. 
You see, the police down there are only watchmen.” 


Pinkey, sitting alone in the room, sprang to his feet 
with an oath as the door opened. 

“Great Heaven!” he cried. “ Blanche Martel, how dare 
you come here?” 


CHAPTER V. 
THE MYSTERY OF A FOLDING BED. 


Nick Carter had received no word from Nell for more 
than twenty-four hours. 

During this time he had followed many clews, and had 
been in many parts of the city, but had been unsuccessful 
everywhere. 

So far as his efforts to discover her were concerned, 
Blanche Martel might have been in the center of Africa. 

Nick should have received a report by mail from the 
girl that morning, but none had arrived. 

As the reader understands, the note that he waited for 
had been torn into fragments the night before. 

He was anxious about the girl, and resolved to visit 
the house at once. 

This, however, was a dangerous bit of work, 

He knew from reports received at the express office 
that he had been recognized on his previous visit. 

Therefore, the utmost caution would be necessary now. 

About ten o’clock a young man, dressed in the height 


'of fashion, with a diamond sparkling on his scarf, and his 


short red hair cut pompadour, pulled the bell at the Dear- 
born street house. 

The landlady opened the door in person. 

She appeared to be nervous and excited, and stood with 
her ample figure blocking the half-open door-way, as she 
demanded : 

“ What do you want?” 

“Vou take boarders, I believe,” said Nick, with a 
smile. ; 

‘‘Who told you that?” 

“Well,” said Nick, with an air of embarrassment, “you 
see I met one of your young lady boarders a short time 
ago, and she——” 

‘Her name, please ?” 

“Sarah Cathcart.” 

“Where did you know Sarah Cathcart ?” 

“ At the department store where she works.” 

At the first mention of Sarah Cathcart’s name Nick had 
heard a half-suppressed exclamation in the hall, behind 
the woman he was talking to. 

_ Now, at the mention of the deparmtent store, he heard 
rapid footsteps on the inside and a door opened and 
closed with a bang. 

‘“‘Tf Miss Cathcart is in the house,” he said, “perhaps 
she will vouch for me.” 

The woman turned away from the door. 

‘““Wait,” she said, “and I’ll see.” 

While Nick stood on the porch, staring at the locked 
door before him, the woman was proceeding to the rear 
room on the second floor. 

Pinkey and Blanche Martel sat there waiting for her 
with very anxious loogs on their faces. 

‘‘Well?” the landlady said, sharply. 

Pinkey arose, and looked carefully up and down the 
hall. 

“T heard what he said.” 


“And you saw him,” added the landlady. “Now, tell 


{me what you think.” 


“Think !” exclaimed Pinkey. “I think it’s Nick Car- 


At the mention of that name, Blanche Martel started 
back in dismay. * 

“Great Heaven!” she exclaimed. “To think of his: 
coming here now of all other times.” 

“Vou shouldn’t have come here,” said Pinkey. 

“But Iam here: Now, tell me what to do.” 

“ He can’t search the house single handed’ and alone,” 
broke in the landlady. ‘You must hide yourself in some 


The next minute the door-bell rang, and the landlady | other room, and we must let him in.” 

“What, then ?” 

“While Tam showing him the rooms on the top floor, 
you can make your escape.” 


hastened away. 


The door opened and elosed, and two persons advanced | 


up the stairs. 
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“But the house may be watched.” 

Pinkey gave a grunt of disgust. 

“No danger of that,” he said. 

‘‘No,” oroke in the landlady. “ No man in his sane mind 
would think you were fool enough to come here in broad 
daylight.” 

“Why is he here, then?” 

“He has a spy in the house.” 

““A spy! And in this house!” 

“*Yes,” said Pinkey, “and he’s here to communicate with 

aher.? 

“Well, we can’t leave him standing at the door there 
all day,” said the landlady, impatiently. “Shall I let 
him in?” | 

Blanche Martel said no. 

Pinkey said yes. 

The landlady looked from one to the other. 

Then she decided the point for herself. 

“There is no other way,” she said. “Follow me down 
to the front parlor, and close and. lock the door behind 
you. While I show him the rooms, you can leave the 
house.” 

“And when I see you again,” said-Pinkey, “ you’ll have 
nothing more to fear from Nick Carter.” 

“Do you mean to kill him ?” 

“Ves. ob} 

The landlady looked Pinkey steadily in the face. 

“Not in my house,” she said. 

“To the devil with your house,” exclaimed Pinkey. 
**We shall all hang, if we don’t get rid of him.” 

The landlady turned toward the door. 

“Wait a moment!” said Pinkey. 
going to take him? 

“To the third floor.” 


“Where are you 


“No,’”said Pinkey, firmly, “bring him to this room.” 


The landlady passed out, closely followed by the hand- 
some murderess. 

Pinkey took a heavy billy from his pocket, examined it 
carefully, and returned it to its place. 

“T have always had my way in this house,” he mut- 
téred, ‘‘and I shall have it now.” 

When the steps died out on the staircase, he opened 
the door and walked to the front of the house. 

After a moment’s thought, he entered a room opening 
to the left, and looked out upon the street. 

Before proceeding any farther in the desperate game he 
was. playing, he wanted to make sure that Blanche Martel 
was out of the house. 


_He heard the hall-door open, and then the sound of two 
persons ascending the stairs. 

He watched anxiously for the appearance of the woman 
on the street below, but watched in vain. 
“ Blanche must be crazy,” he thought. 
to lose a moment’s time in getting away.” 

He opened the door of his room, and listened. 

The landlady and the detective stood talking in front of 
the door of the rear apartment. 

“Tt’s the only room we have vacant,” he heard the 
woman say. 

Pinkey smiled. 

In spite of her protests, the woman was obeying his 
orders. 

He took the billy from his pocket, and pushed it up his 
right sleeve, leaving the strap wound about his wrist. 

Then he stepped into the hall, and walked toward the 
rear room. 

“This gentleman has been occupying the room,” ex- 
plained the woman as Pinkéy advanced and stood at the 
side of the detective; “but he can move his traps out at 
onee, if you decide to take it.” 

The detective saw the fierce look in the bully’s eyes, 
saw the billy-strap inclosing his muscular wrist, and 
stepped carelessly back. 

Just then a woman appeared at the bottom of the stairs. 

“Have you found Polly yet?” she demanded. “Her 
work is waitng for her down here.” 

“No,” answered the landlady. “Polly seems to have 
left the house.” 

Nick knew that the eyes of both his companions were 
fixed inquiringly upon him. 


“She ought not 


| He realized that he was in a very tight place. 

“TI don’t know about this room,” he said, stepping away 
from the door. “It isn’t exactly what I want.” 

“You needn’t be afraid of crowding me out,” said 
Pinkey, motioning toward the room. ‘‘I’m going to 
change quarters, anyway.” 

| Nick saw no reasonable excuse for an abrupt departure, 
so he stepped into the room and looked around. 

Pinkey followed him in, and carelessly closed the door. 

The landlady, with a white, scared face, turned and 
almost sprang down stairs. 

The parlor door was locked when she came to it, and 
she pounded upon it with one clenched fist. 

“Let me in,” she cried. “It is only I.” 

The key was turned in the lock on the inside, and the 
door opened. 

‘“Why are you still here?” she cried, wringing her hands 
at the sight of Blanche Martel’s white, set face. “Why 
don’t you go away 2?” 

| “Go away?” repeated the other. “Why should I go 
away ?” 

“Because something dreadful may happen, if you don’t. 
The officers may be here at any moment.” 

‘*Why should I go away ?” demanded the other, fiercely. 
“And that man Carter so near his death. Why should I 
go away without looking on the dead face of the man who 
has tracked me like a blood-hound for a year.” 

The landlady only wrung her hands. 

“T mean to stay here,” went on the hard voice, “and 
see that the work is well done. When he lies dead before 
me I shall rest again. There will be no need to fly, then.” 

The landlady stepped to the parlor door, and opened it. 

“Do you hear anything up there?” she asked. 

Both stood tor a minute in a listening attitude. 

“ Nothing.” 

“T thought I heard the sound of a scuffle.” 

“T heard nothing.” 


In the silence which followed the sharp report of a pis- , 


tol rang through tne house. 

Blanche Martel sprang toward the door. 

“Great Heaven!” gasped the landlady. “Don’t go 
there !” 
grasp of the excited woman, but all in vain. 

As they struggled, a sound as of some heavy object fall- 
ing to the floor, echoed down the stairs. 

“There !” shouted Blanche, with a look of triumph in 
her eyes. “What we have been waiting for has taken 
place. Let me go!” : 

The landlady only held her more closely. 

“How can we tell what has happened up there?” she 
demanded. ‘Nick Carter isa dangerous man. I beg of 
you to leave the place.” 

Blanche hesitated. 

‘‘Hide me somewhere !” she said at length. “Whatever 
has happened, Nick Carter cannot even suspect that I am 
in the house.” 


® * * * * * ® 


“You see,” said Pinkey, as Nick stepped forward at the 
closing of the door, “it is all nice and quiet here. There 
are no street-cars in front, and the people of the house are 
orderly.” ° : 

Nick walked carelessly about the room, but he never 
took his eyes from the face of his companion. 

“That strap was put about your wrist for some purpose, 
my fine fellow,” he thought, “and I have seen straps like 
that with billies at the end of them.” 

At last Nick stood in the corner of the room farthest 
away from the window. 

Pinkey raised his hand to strike. 

In a moment the men were struggling fiercely. : 

The detective had at last met his match in strength and 
cunning. 

It was impossible for him to reach his weapon. 

The battle was one which must be fought out hand-to- 
hand. 

At last Nick’s feet struck some obstruction on the floor, 

;against which he had purposely been forced, and he fell 
‘back heavily, striking his head upon a chair as he did so. 


Blanche tried to release herself from the detaining 
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Dazed and stunned as he was by the blow , he saw that 


the bully was bending over him/ with the billy raised high 
in air. 

That moment he believed to be his last. 

Was that the sound of a pistol-shot? 

Was that the odor of burning powder in the room ? 

Was that heavy weight upon his chest, the body of his 
late antagonist ? 

The articles in the room seemed whirling round and 
round. 

He noticed particularly that the folding bed seemed 
gifted with the power of motion. 

Surely it moved and creaked as if some power within 
were trying to force it apart. 

In a moment there could be no doubt that in this, at 
least, his senses had not deceived him. 

The bed part of it fell to the floor with a crash. 

The next moment, the face of his assistant. was bending 
over him, tugging meanwhile at the heavy body lying 
across his chest. 

A pistol. he had seen her practice with lay upon the 
floor by his side. 

The origin of the shot, which had saved his life, was no 
longer a mystery. 

It had come from the folding bed, which had fallen 
apart during the girl’s efforts to extricate herself. 

When the landlady entered the room, Nick was bending 
over the wounded bully, with the form of the unconscious 
girl in his arms. 

For the first time in her life she had fainted. 


CHAPTER VI. 
NIGHT AT THE WORLD’S FAIR GROUNDS. 


Two figures crept from the heavy shadows lying about 
the agricultural building at the World’s Fair grounds, 
and advanced stealthily across the foot-bridge over the 
lagoons. 

In a moment they were on the wooded island lying to 
the east of the transportation building, and were soon 
concealed in the tall shrubbery with which the* place is 
still covered. 

One figure was that of a short, heavily built man. 
other presented a slight and boyish appearance. 

“T thought I saw the figure of aman standing there by 
the bridge as we crossed,” said the younger person. “ Are 
you sure there is no one here to spy upon us?” 

The voice was unmistakably that of Blanche Martel. 

st One of.the watchmen, probably,” said Pinkey; “but 
he won’t make any trouble. They think we’re here to get 
a view of the gounds by moonlight. See?” 

The bully chuckled coarsely as he spoke. 

“How long have we got to stay here ?” 

“Not very long, I hope.” 

~“ Where did you leave Sarah ?” 

“At the Twenty-second street, garden. 
meet her there with the money.” 

“I’m getting tired of all this,” said Blanche. 

“Nick Carter has made it pretty hot for us.” 

“Yes, and he’ll keep on doing it until I get out of the 
country.” 

“Tt beats the devil that we should all go broke just at 
this time,” said Pinkey, with an oath. 

“Yes, everything goes wrong.” 

“Well,” said Pinkey, “ if we hadn’t had a little luck to- 
day, you’d be in jail now.’ 

“What thing in the shape of luck has happened to- 
day 2” g 

“Tf that girl hadn’t fainted when she fell out of the 
folding bed at the house on Dearborn street, she’d have 
told Nick Carter that you were in the house, and that 
would have settled it.” 

“Yes, I presume so. You were stunned by her bullet, 
and couldn’t have helped me.” 

“ And so,” continued Pinkey, “ Nick Carter didn’t know 
how near he was to you. Not knowing, he just picked 
the girl up in his arms, and made for the street.” 

“We must keep a sharp eye on that girl,” said Blanche. 


The 


Maynard is to 


“She’s a cute one. Who else would have thought of 
hiding in that folding bed ?” 

Blanche caught her companion quickly by the arm, and 
checked him as he was about to speak again. 

“Look there !” 

As she spoke, Blanche pointed with her hand toward 
the open space in front of the transportation building. 

“Those people have passed up and down there two or 
three times since we have been standing here,” she said. 
‘‘T wonder what they want?” i 

As she spoke, two figures stepped into the moonlight 
again. 

“One is a watchman,” said Pinkey. ‘So it’s all right.” 

“But the woman with him—did you see her face?” 

“No,” said Pinkey ; ‘‘but it’s probably his wife.” 

“T may be nervous,” said Blanche; “but I thought ie 
caught a resemblance betw een that woman and Polly.” 

The two stood in the shadow of the trees some moments 
in silence. 

The watchman and his companion had disappeared. 

As they stood there, the dash of water came faintly to 
their ears. 

“T wish Sarah would come,’ 
companion by the arm again. 
“She'll be here directly.” 

“Do you know,” said Blanche, in a whisper, ‘“‘that I 
have an idea that some one is swimming across the 
lagoon 2?” 

Pinkey laughed. 

“Tt would be horrible to meet the officers here,” whis- 
pered Blanche. ‘‘We would have no possible chance of 
escape.” 

Pinkey left his companion’s side, and advanced toward 
the north end of the lagoon. 

‘“Where are you going?” 

The man motioned for the woman to remain where she 
was, and crept on toward the shrubbery. 

Reaching the bank, he saw that the water lay still and 
smooth in the moonlight. 

No boat or floating figure was in sight. 

His face was pale as death. 

“We never should have come here!” he growled, with 
an oath. “We have made a fatal mistake.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

Pinkey started, and half drew a weapon before he 
recognized the voice of Blanche Martel, who had followed 
him. 

“Why do you say that?” she repeated. 

“TJ remember now,” said Pinkey, “that that girl must. 
have been secreted in the folding bed when the landlady 
and I talked about this appointment.” 

‘“What is to be done?” 

“Stay here and fight it out! You have a way of settling 
Nick Carter, if:he attempts to arrest you.’ 

Pinkey pointed toward the emerald eyes and exposed 
fangs of the snake brooch as he spoke. 

“Hush !” said Blanche. “No one has crossed the bridge, 
and there is certainly some one else on the island.” 

The faint rustle of foliage came from the direction of 
the eastern bank. 

“Now, then,” said Pinkey, “we must separate. Conceal 
yourself in the shrubbery there by the bridge and watch 
for Sarah Cathcart.” 

“And you?” 

“T’]] soon find out whether there is any one else on the 
island.” 

“Remember this,” said Blanche, as the other turned 
away, “for something may happen before we meet again. 
I have arranged with one of the clerks in the drug-store 
in the auditorium building for a supply of the powder for 
my brooch to-morrow morning. If I get the money to- 
night, I shall go directly from that place to the Illinois 
Central Depot and leave for the East.” 

Pinkey made his way carefully through the shrubbery 
and disappeared, and Blanche secreted herself near the 
approach to the bridge. 

For some moments she listened intently. 

A sound of voices came from one of the buildings across: 
the water. _ 

A light breeze stirred the foliage of the trees, and a. 
night bird called out to its mate. 


* said Blanche, taking her 


14 


NICK CARTER LIBRARY. 


No. 66. 


There were no other sounds. ‘ 

After some moments the figure of a woman crossed the 
clear space at the end of the bridge, and stepped upon the 
structure. 

Blanche heard the voice of a watchman, and saw the 
woman turn back, 23 

She was positive that the woman was Sarah Cathcart. 

She wa; about to spring forward to overtake her, when 
the noise of a struggle in the thicket attracted her atten- 
tion, 

She heard the shuffling of feet, and the sound ofa 
heavy blow. 

Then all was still for a moment. | 

Then came the sound of oars from the north. 

Some one was rowing across the lagoon. 

Two watchmen, who had evidently heard the struggle, 
advanced to the bridge, and stood looking toward the 
island. 

“TI was right,” thought the frightened woman. “Some 
one swam the lagoon a short time ago, and has met 
Pinkey in the thicket.” 

The girl was terribly excited. ‘ 

She had no means of knowing the outcome of the 
struggle which she had heard. 

Her only course seemed to be to lie still in her hiding- 
place and wait. 

If her companion had come off victorious, he would 
soon come back to her. 

If he had been injured or placed under arrest, her only 
safety was in concealment. 

Again the woman advanced toward the opposite end of 
the bridge, and again the watchman stopped her. 

“ There’s something going on over there that I don’t un- 
derstand,” Blanche heard the watchman say. “A little 
while ago I heard the sound of blows, and now some one 
is crossing the lagoon at the north end.” 

Blanche could not hear the woman’s reply. 

“T can’t help that,” said the gruff voice of the watch- 
man. “If your friends are over there, you may stay here 
until they cross the bridge. No one else crosses to the 
island until I know what is going on there.” 

The woman drew back, and once more Blanche was 
about to leave her place of concealment. 

For the second time a noise in the shrubbery of the 
island attracted her attention. 

This time it was not the sound of a struggle. 

It was a sharp, clear, click, click, like the fastening of 
handcuffs, or the cocking of a single-action revolver. 

The next moment she was startled by the sound of foot- 
steps approaching the place where she lay concealed. 

The intruder paused a few steps'away, and looked care- 
fully about. 

Although he stood in the shadow of the trees, Blanche 
could see that it was the watchman she had seen on the 
opposite side of the lagoon a short time before. 

He stood for a moment as though rndecided, and then 
thrust aside the bushes which formed Blanche’s only shel- 
ter. 

‘You may as well come out,” said a quiet voice. 

The barrel of a pistol gleamed in the moonlight, and 
Blanche saw that all resistance was useless. 

“There is no harm in lodging here, I hope?” she said, 
imitating a sleepy yawn. “Ihave no other place to go.” 

“That won’t do, Blanche Martel. I have run you to 
earth at last.” 

The voice was unmistakably that of Nick Carter. 

The woman started back in dismay. 

‘‘Come!” said Nick, “step out here in the moonlight.” 

Just then two watchmen stepped upon the loose planks 
of the improvised bridge, and moved toward the spot 
where the detective and his prisoner were standing. 

Whatever was to be done, must be done at once. 

In a moment the situation would be explained to the 
watchmen by the detective, and then all would be lost. 

“You are mistaken,” Blanche said, thrusting her face 
almost into that of the detective. 
see if I am the person you are in search of.” 

Nick drew a pair of handcuffs from his pocket. 

“Tt seem to me,” he said, slowly, “that you might oc- 
casionally go out without that tell-tale ee brooch.” 
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“Look at me well, and | 


Blanche leaned forward until her breast was within 
half a foot of the detective’s face. Bee ; 

As Nick reached out to make use of the handcuffs, the 
woman pressed her right hand nervously to her side 

A foul-smelling spray struck tne detective full in the 
mouth and nostrils. 

His throat and brain seemed on fire. 

He staggered for a moment, clutched at the shrubbery 
for support, and fell senseless to the earth. 

The footsteps of the watehmen were no longer heard on 
the bridge. 

They had reached the soft turf of the island, and were 
within a few yards of where the woman stood beside the 
prostrate officer. 

In a'moment Blanche stood by their side. 

“Tam glad you came,” she said, in a trembling voice. 
“My companion has disappeared, andI am afraid to be 
in this desolate spot alone.” 

One of the watchmen grasped the seeming boy by the 
arm. sf 
“ What’s going on here?” he demanded. 

A third watchman crossed the bridge, and joined the 
little group. : 

‘Here, George!” said the first speaker, “you take this 
lad over there and keep him in a safe place until we find 
out what’s going on here.” 

The watchman addressed as George seized Blanche 
roughly, and conducted her across the bridge. 

“Now,” he said, seating himself by her side on a pile of 
timber, “you stay here until those men make their 
report.” ’ 

In the meantime the two watchmen were making a sys- 
tematic search of the island. 

In a moment the one nearest the bridge heard a cry 
from his companion farther north. 

He sprang forward in the direction of the sound, and 
stumbled over the body of a man lying in the thicket. 

He was on his feet again in a moment, and the two men 


{met in the clear space not far away. 


“The devil is to pay here to-night,” said the first watch- 
man. “There’s a man lying back here gagged and hand- 
cuffed.” 

“And there’s a dead man lying back here in the 
bushes,” said the other, excitedly. 
The men called out to their companion to make sure of 

the boy he was guarding, but received no reply. 

They dashed across the bridge, only to find him lying 
unconscious on a pile of timbers. 

The seeming boy had disappeared, and with him the 
woman who had been waiting the return of her friends on 
the island. 

A short time later a vailed woman and a boyish looking 
youth took the cable-cars northward. 

On the same car a plainly dressed girl sat seemingly 
half asleep on the rear seat. 

§ 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE SNAKE BROOOH. 


The loungers about the Auditorium Hotel the next 
morning were unanimous in the opinion that the young 
girl who sat writing at a desk in the drug store on the 
Congress street side was the handsomest and brightest girl 


they had seen in many a day. 


The girl, however, seemed to pay very little attention 
to the glances and remarks of the fashionably dressed 
young men who lounged about the place. 

She had been at the desk but a short time, when a 
young fellow, who looked like a clerk in the estabfish- 
ment, entered and approached the place where she sat, 

“ Anything new?” he asked, in a low tone. Me 

The girl shook her head. 

“You have heard nothing from Mr. Carter?” 

‘*Nothing.” 

“Tsn’t that a little strange?” 

“T think not,” said the girl. “We know from the watch- 
men that he left the island without their knowledge while 
they were waiting for help.” 
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“But his prisoner left, too,” suggested the other. 


‘never had a full view of either one.of the women, but it 


“Tt is my opinion,” said the girl, with a smile, ‘‘that he would not have helped her if she had. 


was still a prisoner when he left.” 

“You have great confidence in Mr, Carter.” 

ac Yes. ah) 

“Well,” said the young fellow, “this is one of my first 
cases, and I hope I may succeed in catching her, if she 
comes here.” 

The young man took a seat behind tbe counter, and the! 
girl went on with her writing. 

As busy as she appeared to be, however, she subjected | 
every person who entered to the strictest scrutiny. 

In the stylish young lady at the writing-desk, no one 
would have recognized the second-girl of the Dearborn 
street house, or the small handmaiden of Mother Beers | 
in far-off Oakland. 

as the young man sat watching the business going on 


about him, his attention was attracted by the tapping of a/| 


pencil on the girl’s desk. 

A messenger boy stood talking to one of the clerks in 
the prescription department. 

“They said you would have it all eRe? the boy was 
saying, impatiently, “and that I was to hurry with it.” 

The young fellow stepped from behind the counter, gave 
a signal to the clerk, and advanced to the door. 

The clerk handed the messenger boy .a neatly folded 
package, and stepped over to the young lady’s desk. 

“That boy,” he said, in a whisper, “called for the pow- 
der arranged for yesterday. He is to be followed.” 

“Yes,” said the girl, “and your young detective sat 
there almost asleep until I called his attention to what 
was going on.” 

The girl left her seat, and stepped to the door. 

The messenger boy had disappeared, and the young de- 
tective, was wales wildly about among the crowd on the 
walk. 

When he saw the girl, he stepped up to the place where 
she stood. ; 

“Did you let him escape?” she asked. 

“He dodged away before I got a chance to follow him,” 
was the dejected reply. 


The girl pees into the store, and put on her hat and! 


wrap. 

“There is no use staying here, now,” she thought, bit- 
terly. 

As she moved east on Congress street, in the direction 
of Wabash avenue, the conversation of two men standing 
on the edge of the walk, attracted her attention. 

The walk was crowded and no one noticed the girl 
standing there, as though in doubt which way to turn. 

“Did you hear the news?” one of the men asked. 

“What news ?” 


“Why, the handcuffed man who disappeared from the! 


World’s Fair grounds last night has just been tirned over 
to the officers at the Cottage Grove avenue station.” 

The girl, then, saw by the badges peeping from beneath 
their coats that the two men were city detectives. 

“Tt would be more to the purpose,” said one of the men, 
“if that New York chap should turn Blanche Martel over 
to the officers here.” 

‘“‘But the New York chap didn’t turn this man in?” 

“ Who did?” 

“A young dude, who found him wandering around 
handcuffed, and led him in because he didn’t know what 
else to do.’ 

“Well, that’s funny,” said the other. “You know, of 
course, that the man Maynard was arrested last night?” 

“By whom ?” 

“That’s what we don’t know. The chief knows, but ‘he 
ain’t saying a word about it.” 

“T guess it’s all Nick Carter’s work,” said the other de- 
tective, moving along. 

As the girl walked on toward Wabash avenue, an ele- 


| 


No one would ever have recognized them in their 
present disguises. 

The girl turned hastily about in search of the de- 
tectives, but neither of them was in sight. 

She was at a loss what course to pursue. 

At that moment, some one touched her lightly on the 
shoulder. 

She turned to see Nick Carter looking smilingly into 
her face. 

“Geta policeman, ” he said. 

The women still stood talking by the window. 

Nell saw an officer in uniform only a tew feet away, 
and beckoned him to her side. 

She turned to see that Nick Carter grasped each one of 
the women firmly by the arm, 

“You may. as well give me that package,” he said, ad- 
dressing one of them. “You can’t make prussic acid out 


(of that?” 


In a moment the women and the two officers were in a 
carriage, and were rapidly driven toward the Harrison 
street station. 

“That’s a mighty handy little assistant you’ve -got 
there,” said the captain, as the prisoners were marched 


‘away to their cells. 


Nick smiled. 

“She came here late last night,” continued the captain, 
‘and reported that Blanche Martel would call for a cer- 
tain powder at the Auditorium drug store this morning. 
So we had the place watched. It seems she had track of 
Blanche Martel once last night, but lost her while follow- 
ing her around. the city.” 

“Yes,” said Nick, “she would go to the World’s Fair 
grounds with me last night. You see it’s her first case, 
and she wanted to be on deck all the time.” 

“T didn’t do anything wrong, did I, Mr. Carter?” asked 
Nell, stepping up to him with a smile. 

“You did nobly,” said Nick, “except that you made a 
good deal of noise with those oars after I swam over to 
tne island. If we had reached the island first, you see I 
would not have got wet, but we were delayed.” 

‘J don’t understand,” said the captain, turning to Nick, 
“how you came to go to the Auditorium this morning.” 

“Why,” was the reply, “I,heard the same talk Nell did 
about the woman’s intention to go there after a powder, 
and I was there a long time before she was this morning.” 

“Well, it’s been a great chase,” said the captain. “I 
suppose you'll capture the big rew ard.” 

“But the mystery still remains to be solved,” said Nick. 
“T want to know what killed Detective Green and the 
park policeman. When I know that, I shall know what 
keeled me over last night.” 

When the clothing of Blanche Martel was searched that 
day the mystery was solved. 

One of the most ingenious contrivances that ever served 
the purpose of murder was found upon her person. 

Inside the dress, just above the waistband, on the right 
hand side, were found two small rubber-ball pumps, such 
as are used for ordinary spray producers. 

From these two tubes led upto a bottle suspended 
round the neck. 

This had tvro compartments, and two uecks closed by 
rubber stoppers, through which ran two tubes, which 
ended in the mouths of the two golden serpents coiled in 
the form of a brooch. 

The horrible apparatus was so arranged that, on work- 
ing the ball-pumps by pressing the right arm against the 
side, two jets of vapor could be projected from the ser- 
pents’ mouths. 

These jets formed. when united, what was practically a 
vapor of prussic acid, which would be blown directly in 
the face of any one within a couple of feet. of the brooch, 


gantly dressed woman just ahead of her stopped in} and would, of course, kill them almost instantly. 


front of a window and looked in. 

-Inamoment another woman stopped by her side and: 
seemed to fix her attention at something din the window. 
The girl saw a small white package passed'from one to the 
other. 


| 
| 
| 


To the wearer of the brooch there would be little or no 
danger, provided she held her breath for a couple of min- 
utes and moved quickly away, as the gas mixes very rap- 
idly with the air and is soon lost. 

In a confined space like the bus, the atmosphere could 


She was certain that one of the women was Blanche be so saturated that it would be death to breathe it. 


Martel, and that the other was Sarah Cathcart. She had 


The park policeman had evidently received more than 
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one spray of the deadly gas as he lay unconscious on the He complimented Nick’ war ‘rhly on thé i imanntr, in etch 
ground. he had worked the case. 

Only for the timely arrival of the watchmen in the} Nell came in for her full share of the praise, and re- 
World’s Fair grounds, Nick Carter would probably have| turned to New York city with Nick a very happy girl. 
been served in the same way, and would have been found [THE END.] 
dead there in the morning. : 

Blanche Martel was held in Chicago for the murder of 
Fred Green, and was convicted and executed. 

Sarah Cathcart, Maynard, Pinkey, and the landlady 
were charged with being accessories after the fact,and| “Tye Datton GANG Wieep Our; or. Nick CARTER’Ss 
were convicted and given long time sentences. DEADLY RiFuE,” by the author of “Nick Carter,” will be 


Of course, the young man arrested upon suspivion of 
having committed the murder in the bus was released at published in the next’ number (67) of the Nick ca 
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